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were devoured, though, and what a blank there seemed iu the day when we knew that we had nothing more to expect!
Three times after that we had letters. They were most interesting, with descriptions of the charm of travelling over ground no white feet had ever before touched. My family .could not avoid, even at that distance, studying tip little plans to tease me. After describing their discovery and entrance into a large and almost hidden cave, my husband said that Colonel Torn and he had come upon the bones of a white man, doubtless the only one who had ever sot foot in that portion of the world. .Beside him lay a tin cup, sonic buttons from his coat, and a rusty, ancient Hint-lock musket All worn marked with his initials. They were the same as those1, of one of the friends whom I had known when a little romping girl of seventeen. "This,11 they said, in the language of a dime novel, "explains the mysterious disappearance of your old love. 'Rather than meet such a fate as awaited him in man*}"ing you, old lady, ho has chosen to seek out solitude in a, cavern, and there die./1 Of course 1 thought even the story of the, finding of the cave a fabrication for my benefit 1 enjoyed it; hugely, and thought what ingenuity they had employed to invent; wieh a tale. When they came back at the end of the summer, and brought the musket and other mementos, with the very initials rusting in the metal, and declared on honor that they had found the skeleton, I was compelled to believe them. Not that the remains of tlio unfortunate man wore theme of my early friend, who